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Dreams  of  the  Thaw 

We  were  on  the  verge  of  splitting  again, 
ice  under  poured  bourbon  from  the 
maker's  hand.  The  sky  bled  a  little 
in  the  morning,  and  I  remembered  it 
when  I  said,  "He's  so  lonely  up  there." 

You  looked  at  me  as  if  about  to  speak, 
reclined  back  into  the  cheap  cab  and 
blew  me  a  kiss  as  I  stepped  out.  I  saw 
the  cloud  of  it  hit  my  face  in  the  street, 
follow  me  home  two  blocks. 

Still  shrinking,  I  watched  your  face  in 
the  picture,  you  on  the  other  line,  your 
frame  unmoving,  voice  a  monotony 
that  still  managed  to  go  down  like  the 
smoothest  liquor  into  my  frozen  frame. 

I  remember  that  morning  again  when  we 

sat  by  the  cabin  in  the  snow  and  prayed  to 

God  the  moon  wouldn't  go  out  like  it 

always  did.  I  think  we  wanted  to  see  something, 

sparks  lighting  up  that  boring  black  canvas. 

The  stars  were  no  good  to  us  there,  all 
too  far  away  to  speak  of  in  layman's  terms 
except  as  dots  moving  in  circular  motions 
like  marshmallows  atop  hot  chocolate 
all  glittery  before  fizzing  out  to  aurora. 

I  watched  it  then  when  I  thought  of  the  yellow 
brushstrokes  on  the  city  pavement  and 
dancing  in  zigzags  over  lines  we  hated  for 
being  so  straight,  the  green  circles  vanishing 
to  red  before  our  glowing  eyes. 
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I  remember  the  winter,  partly  because  it's 
back  again,  and  partly  because  I  dreamt  of  this 
night  years  ago,  the  ducks  dancing  on  a  lake  of  ice 
under  a  two-toned  tree  line,  distinct  vapors 
lapping  up  the  darkness  like  steeples  to  heaven. 

You  were  standing  in  the  center  of  the  circle, 

fist  raised  screaming  "Save  us!"  at  the  top  of 

your  lungs.  I  could  tell  it  was  more  than  a  show, 

but  tonight  your  footprints  are  gone,  and  my  hands  are 

plastered  in  a  snowdrift  under  the  bipolar  sky. 


Ryan  Warren 
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Bach,  Bagels,  and  Theology 


Freshly  ground  coffee  awakens  the  young  hours, 

the  aroma  satiates  my  need  for  a  morning  revival; 

quiet  blankets  the  house. 

Golden  sunlight  begins  to  dance 

on  my  wooden  floors; 

light  gracefully  falls  on  my  piano. 

Chopin  invites  me  to  waltz. 

The  lilt  of  the  music  reminds  me  of  marsh  grass 
swaying  in  the  breeze. 

Three-quarter  time  wanders  up  the  stairs 
gently  waking  my  children. 

One  by  one  sleepy  heads 

slumber  down  the  stairs 

wishing  to  break  their  fast. 

The  sweet  scent  of  cinnamon  bagels 

mingles  with  the  rise  and  fall  of  my  beloved  composer. 

A  Bach  two-part  invention  waits 

for  my  fingers  to  glide  across  the  keys. 

My  left  plays  the  melody  and  my  right  hand  seeks  after  it 

with  the  same  melody;  they  call  it  stretto. 

As  my  fingers  play  in  tandem, 
listeners  congregate  in  my  music  room, 
lounging  like  lazy  felines. 

An  exchange  of  ideas, 
muted  in  monastery  tones, 

passes  between  my  second  born  and  his  father — 
"The  immutability  of  God..." 
"The  sovereignty  of  God. . ." 
"The  omniscience  of  God..." 
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Deep  thoughts  transcending  the  usual 
Saturday  morning  lethargy. 

As  I  entertain  the  minute  works  of  the  masters. 
My  son  and  his  father  entertain 
the  weighty  attributes  of  God. 


Kelly  Rhodes 
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My  Life 


My  life  is  a  ray  of  sunshine  swallowed  up  by  a  gang  of  grey  clouds 

A  beat  of  a  heart  whose  sound  is  seldom  heard 

A  bowl  of  cereal  getting  soggy  in  a  sink 

A  pencil  with  poison  lead  and  an  eraser  that  doesn't  work 

My  life  is  a  wedding  ring  lost  to  a  bathtub  drain 

An  instrument  played  softly  and  out  of  tune 

A  sour  piece  of  candy  spit  out  on  some  city  street 

A  cigarette  left  smoldering  in  an  ashtray 

An  empty  shot  glass  with  little  residue  of  something  dark 

My  life  is  a  bloody  war  fought  over  nothing  and  no  one  is  on  my 

side 

Jordan  Carrie  Gouge 
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Shoes 


I  wish  kids  would  stop  complaining 

About  how  difficult  life  is. 

Maybe  it  is.  Maybe  I  take  for  granted 

How  difficult  it  is  to  balance  a  social  life 

With  all  that  custom,  color-coordinated  clothing, 

All  while  walking  and  talking  on  something  called  a  Blueberry 

I  work  twice  as  hard  to  stay  in  jeans  that  are  blue 
And  a  t-shirt  that  doesn't  bear  grease  stains  from  work, 
Spit-up  from  a  newborn,  or  finger  paint  from  a  toddler. 
My  cell  phone  is  an  archaic  piece  of  plastic  and  it 
Can't  play  that  gangsta  rap  that  they  bump  their  butts  to. 
Much  less  ballads  from  Old  Blue  Eyes, 
(not  that  they  know  him,  anyway). 

I  wish  they  would  take  off  those  ridiculous  shoes. 
Towering  heels  they  can  barely  walk  in. 
Perfectly  pedicured  toes  crammed  like  sardines, 
Although  it  would  be  worth  it  if  they  fell. 
Maybe  I  will  tip  them  over  like  cows  and  run  away 
From  the  wrath  of  salon-implanted  nails, 
Ten  flesh-spades  waiting  to  tear  at  my  eyes. 

But  I  can  run  away  in  my  flip-flops,  dry  feet,  chipped 

polish  and  all. 

Kimberle  linger 


Face  to  Face 


The  dimmest  image  now  is  ours  to  view, 

A  blurry  face  inside  this  tarnished  silver  glass, 

So  darkened  by  the  years'  slow  ebb  and  flow 

We  strain  our  eyes,  our  minds,  in  our  attempt  to  see. 

And  rust's  corrosion  overtakes  the  beauty  of  the  frame, 
So  flawlessly  designed  and  carried  out  in  full, 
The  verdant  bank  of  such  a  silver  pool, 
Eroded  now,  and  sacrificed  to  careless  time. 


But  then,  a  thousand  years  from  now,  or  just  a  day, 

The  mirrored  world  will  fall  and  break  apart 

And  leave  no  remnants  to  display  its  loss; 

And  then  we'll  know  in  full,  as  we  ourselves  are  known. 


J.  Carl  White 
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Someday  Daughter 

For  my  someday  daughter,  I  wish  her  adoration 

From  her  father — a  fairytale  situation. 

I  wish  for  her  butterfly  kisses, 

And  everything  my  childhood  misses. 

For  my  someday  daughter,  I  wish  her  a  coronation 
In  a  castle — in  uncontrollable  imagination. 
I  wish  for  her  a  ballet  tutu, 
And  a  daddy's  lap  to  crawl  into. 

For  my  someday  daughter,  I  wish  her  celebration 
Of  praise  for  success — in  every  situation. 
I  wish  for  her  the  overprotection- 
A  father's  perfect  affection. 

For  my  someday  daughter,  I  wish  her  demonstration 
Of  unfailing  love — with  no  hesitation. 
I  wish  for  her  the  love  of  my  mother, 
Plus  the  care  of  her  beloved  other. 


Megan  Bruner 


Unlikely 


Luck  gave  him  the  tent 
Ragged,  frayed  and  leaking 

Dew  dripping  in  and  becoming  his  alarm  clock 
His  companion  licks  away  the  dampness, 
Asking  for  breakfast. 

Good  sense  told  him  to  pack  that  stove 
When  he'd  found  the  notice  on  his  door 
God  only  knew  when  he'd  need  it. 

An  elderly  woman,  sympathetic  or  guilty 
Had  left  him  the  shopping  bag. 
He  had  breakfast  for  the  next  year. 

The  man  who  called  himself  a  friend 
Gave  him  a  ride  back  to  his  past 
It  was  time  to  face  that  anyways. 

But  it  was  a  forgotten  One  who  had 
Given  him  what  he  had  missed  the  most — 
His  peace. 

Elizabeth  Menges 
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Maggie's  Eyes 


Through  windows  of  blue 
She  watches  the  Spaniel 
Plunder  squirrel  treasures. 
Tobias  cracks  the  nuts; 
She  giggles. 

White  fairies  dance 

On  the  jasmine  vine. 

Their  sweetness  embraces  her. 

She  plays  with  their  velvet  dresses. 

Soft,  green  stars 
Sway  on  the  branches. 
She  reaches  high  to  grasp 
Their  pointy  ends;  the  leaves 
Taste  like  spring. 

"Who  has  seen  the  wind?"* 

Gently  surrounded. 

Her  ivory  skin  feels  creation. 

She  watches  through  windows  of  blue. 

*Christina  G.  Rossetti 

Kelly  Rhodes 
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The  Multitudes 


It's  easy  to  ignore  the  apology  that's  needed 
When  silence  hangs  as  heavy  as  our  eyes 
From  lack  of  sleep  and  the  heft  of  tears. 
They  remind  us — 
It's  only  pain  if  you're  bleeding. 

It  can  creep  in  like  ice  through 

A  drafty  window  and  can  scar  like  glass 

Through  white  skin  sketched  with  blue  veins. 

A  day  can  break  you  in  half — 

But  it's  not  pain  until  we  bleed. 

They  admonish  our  cries  and  shove  in  our  faces 
Impoverished  and  torn  victims  of  real  anguish. 
Wagging  pristine  fingers  in  our  faces  to  tell  us- 
We  haven't  bled  as  much  as  them. 

We  reach  out,  craving  the  hands  that  nursed  us 

To  hold  us,  to  break  our  fall  against  the  cold  cement. 

But  how  cruel  it  is  to  fall  and  have  those  hands  silently  retreat. 

And  we  constantly  fall  through,  always  shattering  like  glass — 

Broken  in  spirit,  not  body,  and  not  yet  bleeding. 

We're  a  multitude  of  mute  and  maimed  faces, 
Voiceless  and  small  amongst  the  ridiculously  happy. 
Our  silence  welcomed  for  business  as  usual. 
But  shuffling  our  feet  against  the  gray  earth,  we  ask — 
Are  we  bleeding  yet? 

Kimberle  Unger 
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Lopsided 


I  saw  a  glimmer  of  yellow  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye 

As  I  walked  purposeless  through  the  park  the  other  day. 

I  stopped  and  looked  down  at  my  feet; 

Kneeling  down  to  get  a  closer  look. 

It  was  a  little,  lopsided  daffodil  missing  a  few  petals. 

A  sad  excuse  for  a  postcard  perfect  field  of  them, 

Or  even  as  a  muse  for  Wordsworth,  but  still,  a  daffodil. 

I  said  to  myself,  "Here  is  a  real  one." 

Because  fields  of  flowers  don't  exist — 

Not  like  they  do  in  the  cards  sent  to  friends  and  family — No, 

Those  ones  are  perfect  in  shape,  in  color,  in  quantity, 

Not  to  mention,  they  have  an  eerie  balance  to  their  composition. 

Computers  made  them,  but  as  for  this  one... 

The  world  produced  it,  not  God,  just  this  exhausted  soil 

Where  wholesome  things  used  to  grow. 

It's  a  pitiful,  beautiful  thing  I  see  reaching  for  the  sun. 

Andrew  Ainsworth 
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My  Several  Humours 

I  sometimes  bleed  through  pen  to  paper. 
What  appears  as  ink  is  not  at  all; 
It's  blood  from  me  from  wounds  still  seeping 
And  words  are  formed  from  searing  loss. 

I  sometimes  cry  through  pen  to  paper, 
Though  tears  are  not  the  best  for  ink; 
What's  written  in  tears  will  not  remain, 
And  yet,  tears  form  such  stunning  lines. 

I  sometimes  laugh  through  pen  to  paper 
And  laughing  never  disappoints, 
For  words  wrought  in  laughter  can  be  said 
To  paint  a  gray  soul  with  light. 

I  sometimes  lie  through  pen  to  paper 
And  words  are  gilded  to  impress, 
But  false  impressions  never  serve 
Other  than  to  make  a  splendid  liar. 

I  sometimes  sing  through  pen  to  paper, 
A  song  of  myself,  more  often  than  not. 
And  then  are  the  times  I  sing  to  another; 
Words  in  guise  bring  mindfuls  of  pleasure. 

I  sometimes  die  through  pen  to  paper, 
And  nothing  is  left  in  material  realms 
Except  for  a  body,  cold  and  now  leaning, 
But  life  is  renewed  in  ink  on  a  page. 

J.  Carl  White 
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The  Tree  That  Used  To  Be 


There  used  to  be 

A  fallen  oak  tree  over  there. 

From  its  trunk,  many  dragons 

Were  fought  and  victories  won. 

Many  ship  wrecked  sailors  returned 

Unharmed  from  its  leafy  sea. 

Princesses  were  rescued  from  evil  goblins 

And  returned  unharmed  to  this  castle. 

Atomic  bombs  were  dropped  from  its  branc 

As  it  blazed  through  the  lit  up  sky. 

Now  this  old  tree  has  rotted  away 

In  a  world  where  reality  triumphs. 

I  will  never  again  continue  the  adventure, 

Except  in  the  confines  of  my  memory. 

Janie  Cogdill 


Park  Benches 


I  can  measure  my  life  in  park  benches. 

The  one  in  my  mom's  garden  framed  by  a  green  willow. 

Smooth,  cold  metal  beneath  me  and  a  graying,  grizzled 

Three-legged  hound  dog  beside  me,  drooling  contentedly  in  the 

shade. 

Or  the  one  outside  my  first  apartment. 

I  spent  stolen  moments  there  in  the  autumn  sun  after  a  day  of 
work. 

There  were  more  splinters  than  actual  wood  and 
Exposed  hardware  was  a  constant  threat  of  injury. 

It  was  the  bench  in  the  city  park  that  the  three  of  us  spread  out 
Across  the  surface,  taking  in  the  breeze  from  the  swift  moving 
river  nearby. 

The  friends  spending  hours  together — 

Lounging,  laughing,  passing  judgment  on  those  outside  our  inner 
sanctum. 

I  remember  one  of  us  falling  away  and  you  and  I  remained 
To  nurse  our  wounds.  We  fell  in  love  on  the  bench  by  the  lake. 
I  laughed  when  you  tried  stealing  a  kiss,  your  half-closed  eyes 
caused 

You  to  passionately  tongue  the  air  behind  me,  sputtering  hair 
from  your  lips. 

But  my  life  begins  at  this  bench.  Suspended  on  heavy  chains, 
A  tilt  of  our  toes  provides  a  lulling  swing.  It  creaks  with  the 
weight 

Of  three  again.  A  little  girl,  a  composite  of  our  best  parts, 

A  pleasant  weight  in  my  arms.  Her  life,  too,  begins  with  park 

benches. 

Kimberle  Unger 
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The  Hero 


Six  foot  three,  my  hero 

Waiting  at  the  screen  door  for  him  in  a  rusty  double  wide  trailer. 

Unanswered  questions,  empty  hands  begging  to  be  filled, 

Engulfed  in  a  hug  that  always  stole  my  breath 

He  was  the  hero;  and  I  had  jumped  heart  first. 

He'd  always  make  promises  he  couldn't  keep. 

I  would  naively  listen,  completely  enthralled. 

The  stories  he  would  weave  made  a  child  pick  her  hero. 

The  older  I  became,  the  more  absurd  the  stories. 

Until  avoiding,  slowly  becoming  aware  of  the  little  white  lies 

That  had  once  seemed  to  be  golden  truths. 

Etched  in  my  child-like  memory. 

Elizabeth  Menges 
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Foundations  of  Sand 

I  could  tell  you  that  your 
Silhouette  in  the  moonlight  beckoned 
Me  follow  your  footprints  left  in 
Midnight  ocean  sands  or 

I  could  say  how  your  fetching 
Hair  blew  into  the  falling  leaves 
From  the  oaks  in  the  park  then 
Fell  into  step  before  my  path  and 

I  could  show  you  snow  melt  on  your 
Hollow,  glowing  face  emitting  light  into 
Trees  shadowing  our  directions  in  the 
Wake  of  our  feet  crunching  ground  or 

I  could  play  the  rain  clapping  on  your 
Arms,  pouncing  into  droplet  beads 
Trailing  rows  through  light  skin  in 
Thunder  bouncing  off  your  frame  and 

I  could  put  your  hand  on  the  wooden  clock 
We  wound  each  new  morning  as  we  let 
The  rising  beams  warm  us  in  our  nest  of 
Folds  and  wrinkled  sheets  and  pillows  or 

I  could  feed  you  flakes  caught  by 
Tongues  on  the  roof  of  our  flat,  soaking 
Through  wine-coated  lips  to  heat  our 
Stomachs  and  our  slowly  frosting  souls; 

because  my  words  are  merely  exponents  and 
not  the  root  of  the  equation  and 

because,  until  used,  the  numbers  will 
remain  in  the  ground  where 
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I  plant  and  you  dig  until  your 

Hands  are  hardened  and  you  go  inside, 

Waiting  for  a  better  harvest, 

But  mostly  it  comes  down  to  me, 

because  I  know  nothing  about  love  past 
the  shimmering  words  as  they  rain  on  me 
in  a  moment,  and,  as  quickly,  vanish — 
recycled  for  another  day  with  no 
action  to  back  the  beauty, 

lying  exposed,  to  an  empty,  one-sided  dialogue 


Ryan  Warren 


Janus 

J.  Carl  White 

"I'm  sorry. ..please. ..I'm  so  sorry." 

The  mumbled  words  fell  from  the  dry  desert  air  alongside 
heavy  tears  and  died  with  a  whimper  on  the  quickly  cooling  sand. 
The  sun  was  sliding  down  out  of  the  sky  faster  than  Janus  had 
ever  seen.  His  frantic  pacing  just  outside  a  small  but  verdant 
patch  of  grass  had  carved  a  rut  in  the  sand,  but  the  sweeping 
wind  would  fill  that  in  during  the  night.  The  thought  brought 
some  small  measure  of  peace,  however  fleeting.  He  now  knelt  by  a 
pool  of  clear  water,  his  and  Rebecca's  normal  meeting  spot  on  the 
northernmost  tip  of  the  Kharga  Oasis,  near  the  caves.  Her  head 
was  resting  in  his  lap,  her  eyes  not  meeting  his,  but  gazing  off 
into  the  bleeding  sky.  Janus'  tears  fell  on  her  cheeks  as  he 
hunched  over  her.  They  could  have  been  hers.  They  were  hers 
only  a  few  minutes  ago.  But  time  was  growing  short.  The  broth- 
ers would  soon  begin  to  wonder  why  Janus  was  taking  so  long  to 
bring  back  water  from  the  pool.  Now,  quickly,  almost  carelessly, 
he  had  to  drag  her  body  through  the  shifting  sand  and  into  the 
furthest  recess  of  a  small  cave,  the  same  one  that  the  Roman  offi- 
cer now  posthumously  inhabited.  Janus  was  sure  that  the  desert 
wind  would  wipe  away  the  trail  of  blood  mixed  in  the  sand  and  he 
knew  he  could  wash  the  blood  out  of  his  robes,  at  least  enough  so 
that  it  would  not  be  noticeable  against  the  rough,  dark  brown 
cloth.  After  washing  them  the  best  he  could  in  the  pool,  he 
started  back  towards  the  monastery. 

Yesterday  was  the  day  that  Janus  had  arranged  to  meet 
with  the  Roman  magistrate  from  Rebecca's  small  village  to  the 
east  of  the  large  oasis.  The  meeting  was  to  ensure  a  reasonable 
price  for  the  information  Janus  was  to  divulge  to  the  officer,  and 
also  to  work  out  the  logistics  of  how  the  exchange  would  be  made. 
The  price  was  decided  at  two  bags  of  gold  coins  from  the  magis- 
trate's own  pocket.  He  assumed  his  reward  for  turning  in  the  sedi- 
tious Athanasius  to  the  Roman  Emperor  was  bound  to  be  worth 
parting  with  a  few  bags  of  gold  of  his  own.  The  exchange  would 
be  made  the  following  day  at  the  same  spot  Rebecca  had  brought 
the  officer  today,  the  usual  spot  where  Janus  would  meet  her  to 
hear  news  from  abroad  when  he  was  away  from  the  monastery 
gathering  water.  It  was  through  Rebecca  that  Janus  had  first 


21 


heard  about  the  reward  offered  by  the  magistrate  in  her  village 
for  any  information  leading  to  the  capture  of  Athanasius.  It  had 
been  months  since  that  conversation  by  the  crystal  water  of  the 
Kharga. 

"You  know  there's  a  wanted  man  supposedly  roaming 
around  the  desert,"  she  had  told  him  while  they  lay  on  a  soft 
patch  of  grass  in  the  sprawling  shade  of  a  sycamore  tree. 

"Oh"  was  all  Janus  had  replied.  He  was  less  interested  in 
a  wanted  man  and  more  interested  in  Rebecca. 

"Yes,  they  say  he's  very  dangerous,"  she  said.  Her  coy 
smile  caused  Janus  to  move  a  little  closer.  "Would  you  protect 
me  from  him  if  he  were  to  attack  me  here?" 

Janus  had  stuttered  something  like,  "Why  of  course  I 
would,"  but  he  had  stopped  listening  and  was  now  staring  deep 
into  her  eyes.  She  did  not  flinch  when  he  moved  even  closer,  so  he 
tried  to  steal  a  kiss.  At  the  very  last  instant,  Rebecca  abruptly 
rose  and  dusted  herself  off. 

"Well,  you  better  be  getting  back  to  your  monastery, 
huh?"  She  laughed  as  she  pulled  the  black  ribbon  from  her  hair 
and  wrapped  it  around  Janus'  neck.  Janus  was  dumfounded,  but 
more  amused  than  upset.  It  was  not  until  a  stranger  arrived  at 
the  monastery  months  later  that  Janus  remembered  anything 
about  the  conversation  besides  Rebecca's  playfulness.  He 
brought  it  back  up  during  another  one  of  their  rendezvous  near 
the  oasis.  Rebecca  was  wading  into  one  of  the  several  pools  of 
cool  water,  partially  shaded  by  sapling  sycamores. 

Janus  was  standing  at  the  very  edge  of  the  shaded  area 
and  scanning  the  desert  with  his  hand  shielding  his  eyes  from  the 
vicious  sun.  "Do  you  remember  telling  me  about  a  fugitive  from 
Rome  wandering  out  here  in  the  desert?  It  was  a  few  months  ago, 
so  I'm  not—" 

"The  fugitive!"  Rebecca  jumped  out  of  the  pool  and  ran 
to  where  Janus  was  standing. 

"I  almost  forgot.  What  if  he  had  come  to  my  village  in 
the  night  and  attacked  me?"  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  Janus 
and  feigned  a  terrified  whimper. 

"I'm  being  serious,  Rebecca.  What  do  you  know  about 

him?" 

"Not  much."  She  loosed  her  grip  on  Janus  and  sat  down 


on  the  edge  of  the  pool.  "The  magistrate  in  my  village  thinks 
himself  to  be  some  sort  of  vigilante.  He's  intent  on  bringing  in 
this  man,  someone  named,  uh,  Ath... Athena — 

"Athanasius,"  Janus  cut  her  off.  He  broke  his  gaze  on 
the  endless  sand  and  looked  at  Rebecca  intently. 

"And  why  is  he  wanted?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  never  listened  long  enough  to  hear,"  she 
said.  "How  do  you  know  his  name?" 

Janus  walked  over  to  where  Rebecca  was  sitting  and 
kneeled  down  beside  her.  He  gazed  directly  at  her  eyes,  but 
seemed  to  stare  right  through  her.  The  look  in  his  eyes  made  her 
turn  away  after  a  few  seconds. 

"And  there's  a  reward?"  he  asked,  not  blinking. 

"Yes... why  are  you  so  interested  in  this  all  of  a  sudden?" 
Rebecca  was  alarmed  by  Janus'  questions  and  his  manner. 

Janus  ignored  her  question.  "Could  you  bring  the  magis- 
trate here  tomorrow  evening?" 

"I  suppose  so... but  what  should  I  tell  him? 

"Just  tell  him  I've  got  some  information  he  might 

want." 


The  sky  was  black  by  the  time  Janus  returned  to  the 
monastery.  His  robes  were  still  wet  from  washing  out  the  blood. 
When  he  came  into  the  main  courtyard  he  saw  a  few  of  the  broth- 
ers gathered  around  a  large  fire.  Their  voices  carried  easily  across 
the  cool  sand  in  the  unusual  stillness  of  the  night. 

"Both  Bishop  Basil  of  Caesarea  and  Bishop  Gregory  of 
Nyssa,  along  with  so  many  others,  have  agreed  that  the  Trinitas 
describes  the  three  distinct  persons  of  God.  It  is  not  prudent  to 
disa-  " 

"Then  we  have  three  Gods  and  are  no  better  than  the 
pagans  living  in  those  caves!"  The  man  speaking  pointed  across 
the  fire  into  the  darkness  from  which  Janus  was  just  returning. 
He  froze  in  his  place  as  if  the  mens'  eyes  would  be  drawn  away 
from  their  own  fiery  countenances  to  the  spot  where  he  stood. 

"We  have  but  one  God,  brothers,"  a  third  voice  warned, 
"He  is  One.  To  say  otherwise  is  heresy."  Janus  hesitantly  re- 
sumed his  pace,  but  walked  more  slowly. 

"Then  what  do  you  make  of  Jesus  Christ?"  the  first  voice 
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replied. 

"Jesus,  God,  the  Spirit. ..how  can  we  understand  these 
three  in  one?"  another  voice  cried  from  behind  the  glow  of  the 
fire. 

"Athanasius  is  the  one  to  ask  about  these  questions.  He 
debated  Arms'  philosophies  in  Rome.  He  said  he's  working  on  a 
treatise  against  Arius'  theology." 

Janus  carried  his  two  buckets  of  water  as  quietly  as  he 
could,  hoping  that  the  crackling  of  the  large  fire  and  the  heated 
discussion  between  the  men  surrounding  it  would  mask  his  move- 
ments. He  stayed  just  outside  the  radius  of  light  thrown  out  by 
the  flames  as  he  hurried  to  the  side  door  of  the  barracks-style  liv- 
ing quarters.  The  heated  voices  and  the  popping  of  dry  thistles  in 
the  fire  slowly  faded  from  his  hearing.  When  he  was  safely  around 
the  left  corner  of  the  building,  out  of  danger  of  confrontation 
with  the  men  around  the  fire,  he  paused,  leaning  his  head  against 
the  cool  mud  and  straw  brick  exterior  of  the  monastery.  He  knew 
the  questions  would  come  in  the  morning.  Where  had  he  been  and 
why  did  gathering  the  water  always  take  him  longer  than  the 
others,  and  they  would  have  to  speak  to  the  Prior  about  this.... 
He  hated  all  the  questions.  He  hated  the  study,  the  memoriza- 
tion, and  the  discussions.  They  were  all  strands  of  a  cord  that  was 
wrapped  around  his  neck  and  constantly  tightening.  He  remem- 
bered his  uncle's  words  they  day  he  left  his  town  on  the  Nile  to 
come  to  the  monastery: 

"Before  he  died,  your  father  was  adamant  that  you 
spend  at  least  two  years  in  the  pursuit  of  Christ  before  you  inherit 
his  estate  and  pursue  the  things  of  the  world.  I  don't  apologize  for 
carrying  out  his  wish.  All  of  this,"  his  uncle  made  a  sweeping  mo- 
tion with  his  hand  across  his  family's  land  and  the  house  that  his 
mother  still  lived  in,  "will  be  here  when  you  return.  I  wish  you 
well."  His  mother  stood  in  front  of  the  door  to  their  house.  She 
was  hiding  tears,  some  for  her  martyred  husband  and  some  for 
her  departing  son. 

Janus'  two  buckets  were  hung  on  either  side  of  a  long 
pole,  which  he  carried  across  his  neck.  The  walk  from  the  pool 
was  over  a  mile  and  the  weight  on  his  neck  and  shoulders  was 
quickly  becoming  more  than  he  could  bear.  Had  anyone  seen 
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him,  they  would  have  said  he  looked  like  a  human  balance,  stand- 
ing up  against  t  hat  wall  with  arms  outstretched  in  both  direct  ions 
and  the  long  pole  with  buckets  on  either  side.  But  he  stood  in  the 
shadows  where  no  torch  light  could  reach. 

Earlier  that  day,  Janus  had  risen  from  his  grassy  seat  by 
the  pools  when  he  saw  Rebecca  and  the  Roman  officer  drawing 
near.  The  sun  was  still  fairly  high  in  the  sky.  Janus'  heart  raced. 
He  smiled  at  the  thought  of  taking  the  reward  money  and  start- 
ing a  life  in  Rome  with  Rebecca.  He  wouldn't  need  his  inheri- 
tance and  wouldn't  have  to  stay  in  the  prison  he  had  called  home 
that  past  year.  He  imagined  himself  in  the  bustling  market  in 
Rome,  haggling  with  the  street  vendors  for  cuts  of  pork.  Pork!  He 
could  smell  it  cooking  over  a  fire  in  his  own  hearth;  he  could  taste 
the  salty  meat.  He  hadn't  tasted  meat  in  the  year  he'd  been  at 
the  monastery.  He  could  see  Rebecca  gazing  down  with  love  at  a 
delicate  bundle  in  her  arms,  and  then  telling  him  to  be  quiet,  he 
might  wake  her.  He  reveled  in  the  thought.  Suddenly,  a  gruff 
voice  broke  into  his  fantasy. 

"This  had  better  be  good."  The  Roman  officer  was  eye- 
ing Janus  doubtfully.  "Rebecca  dragged  me  all  the  way  out  here 
without  so  much  as  telling  me  what  kind  of  information  you  have 
for  me." 

"You  won't  be  disappointed.  Rebecca,  could  you  run 
back  to  your  village  and  get  some  wine  and  bread?  We  have 
much  to  discuss." 

She  turned  and  began  the  walk  back  to  her  village  a  few 
miles  away. 

"I've  heard  that  you're  looking  for  a  man  named  Atha- 
nasius,"  Janus  began. 

"And  the  whole  Roman  Empire  with  me." 
"I  know  where  he  is,"  Janus  said. 
"You?  You  know  where  he  is?" 

Janus  knew  he  had  the  guard's  attention.  "So  what 
exactly  has  this  Athanasius  done  that  merits  the  attention  of 
Rome?  I've  been  around  him.  He  doesn't  strike  me  as  a  murderer 
or  a  rebel." 

"You've  been  around  him?  Where  is  the  man?  I'll  give 
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you  your  reward;  let  me  take  him  now!"  The  officer  was  em- 
phatic, but  Janus  had  control  and  he  knew  it. 

"Answer  my  question.  What  has  he  done?" 

"You  say  he  doesn't  strike  you  as  a  rebel.  Your  percep- 
tion is  off.  He  is  a  leading  member  of  a  rising  religious  sect  that 
threatens  the  future  of  Rome  herself.  They  call  themselves  Chris- 
tians." 

The  officer  snarled  his  lip  in  disgust  when  he  said  the 
word.  He  spat  on  the  ground  as  if  merely  saying  the  name  had 
left  a  bitter  taste  in  his  mouth.  Janus  felt  his  stomach  turn.  His 
father's  face  flashed  in  front  of  his  eyes. 

"What  will  happen  to  him  when  you  take  him  back  to 
Rome?"  he  asked. 

"They'll  kill  him  and  drag  his  body  through  the  streets 
as  an  example.  Then  they'll  leave  him  outside  the  city  to  rot  like 
the  dog  he  is."  The  officer  began  to  laugh.  Janus'  mind  wandered 
back  to  the  day  he  had  awoken  to  his  mother's  screaming  over 
four  years  earlier.  His  father  had  gone  to  Alexandria  on  business 
several  weeks  before.  He  had  now  returned,  but  was  so  badly 
beaten  he  was  almost  unrecognizable.  The  Roman  officers  who 
bore  him  there  dropped  him  off  of  the  cart  he  had  ridden  on.  He 
hit  the  sand  hard.  He  would  not  rise  again.  He  breathed  his  last 
breath  while  his  head  rested  in  the  trembling  hands  of  his  wife. 
This  was  his  punishment  for  proclaiming  the  God  he  believed  in, 
the  one  called  Christ.  The  officers  spat  on  him  from  atop  their 
horses  and  rode  away. 

The  Roman  officer  sitting  across  from  Janus  on  the  sand 
had  finished  his  bout  of  laughing  and  was  ready  to  continue  with 
business.  Janus  stood  up  abruptly,  startling  the  officer.  He  began 
pacing  erratically.  He  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  turning  over 
to  the  government  a  man  like  his  father,  to  be  treated  as  his  fa- 
ther was.  He  turned  to  the  officer  and  said,  "I've...  I've  changed 
my  mind.  I  don't  know  the  man  you  speak  of." 

The  officer  rose  slowly.  He  kept  getting  closer  to  Janus 
until  Janus'  eyes  were  on  level  with  his  squared  jaw.  The  officer 
looked  down  at  Janus  and  grabbed  the  loose  folds  of  his  robes. 

"You  will  tell  me  what  you  know  of  him  or  you  will  re- 
gret ever  having  met  me." 

The  situation  had  escalated  so  quickly  that  Janus  had  no 
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time  to  react.  Before  he  knew  it,  his  back  was  against  a  broad 
sycamore  and  the  officer's  hand  was  grasping  at  his  throat. 

"Where  is  he?"  the  officer  demanded.  His  grip  tightened 
on  Janus'  throat.  Janus  was  struggling  for  air  and  began  flailing 
his  arms.  The  officer  jerked  his  body  to  one  side  to  avoid  being  hit 
by  Janus'  wild  arms,  and  in  doing  so  revealed  an  ornate  dagger  in 
his  belt.  Janus  franticly  grabbed  for  the  dagger,  and  when  he 
found  his  fingers  around  the  handle,  he  quickly  pulled,  and  just 
as  quickly  pushed  the  dagger  into  the  underarm  of  the  officer,  the 
only  place  he  could  reach  where  the  armor  didn't  cover.  Release. 
Janus  could  breathe.  The  officer  stumbled  backward,  doubled 
over  in  excruciating  pain.  He  straightened  up  only  in  time  to  see 
a  flash  of  steel  as  the  dagger  dove  into  his  neck.  And  again.  And 
again.  The  guard  fell  backward  and  Janus  dropped  to  his  knees. 
The  dagger  fell  to  the  sand.  He  looked  at  it  as  if  it  were  a  being  in 
and  of  itself,  and  one  to  be  feared. 

After  some  time  of  sitting  on  his  knees  in  the  sand,  star- 
ing blankly  at  the  blade  that  was  now  covered  in  sand  and  blood, 
thoughts  came  again  to  Janus.  He  had  to  get  rid  of  this  body.  He 
looked  around  desperately.  To  the  north  there  was  a  series  of 
caves.  If  he  could  drag  the  body  there,  it  would  be  concealed  and 
the  scavengers  of  the  desert  would  take  care  of  it  before  long.  By 
the  time  he  returned  to  the  pool,  he  was  drenched  in  sweat  and 
covered  in  sand  and  blood.  He  picked  up  the  dagger  from  the  spot 
where  he  had  dropped  it  and  was  looking  for  a  good  place  to  bury 
it  in  the  sand  when  he  heard  Rebecca's  voice. 

"I  brought  wine,  but  all  I  could  find  in  the  way  of  bread 
was  this  one  small  loaf.  I  hope  you  two  are  not  terribly  hun — 
well,  where  has  the  magistrate  gone?"  The  sun  was  near  setting 
and  it  was  not  until  Rebecca  came  closer  to  Janus  that  she  no- 
ticed the  blood  on  his  robes.  She  began  to  speak  nervously. 

"Janus?  Janus,  why. ..where  did  this  blood  come  from?" 
He  only  stared  toward  the  caves. 

"Janus.  Janus,  answer  me.  Janus!"  She  began  to  scream 
his  name.  The  way  he  turned  and  looked  at  her  made  her  shud- 
der. 

"He. ..he  attacked  me.  You  have  to  believe  me.  He  tried 
to  kill  me  because  I  wouldn't  tell  him..."  Janus'  sentence  trailed 
oil  into  a  mumble  Rebecca  started  to  move  a\\a\  from  .|ami>. 
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"I  need  to  leave.  I  can't  be  here."  She  turned  to  walk 
away,  but  Janus  moved  quickly  after  her. 

"Wait.  You  have  to  wait."  He  reached  out  to  grab  her  to 
keep  her  from  walking  away,  but  she  squirmed  and  tried  to 
wrench  herself  away  from  his  grip.  He  reached  out  with  his  other 
hand  to  steady  the  struggling  girl,  but  she  began  flailing  to  get 
away  from  him.  He  tried  to  restrain  her,  but  she  shook  herself 
free  and  began  sprinting  toward  her  village.  He  picked  up  the 
dagger,  ran  after  her  through  the  cooling  sand  and  tackled  her  to 
the  ground  when  he  caught  up  with  her.  They  wrestled  around 
for  an  instant,  sand  flying  into  their  eyes  and  hair,  and  then 
jumped  up  from  the  ground.  Rebecca  began  running  again,  but 
before  she  took  two  steps,  she  stopped  dead  in  her  tracks,  her  jaw 
dropped  and  she  winced  in  pain.  She  looked  down  in  disbelief  and 
saw  the  point  of  the  dagger  jutting  from  her  chest.  She  tried  to 
cry  out  but  the  blood  filling  her  lungs  allowed  no  such  action.  She 
sputtered  as  Janus  lowered  her  to  the  ground. 

"I'm  so  sorry." 

Even  leaning  against  the  cool  wall,  Janus  grew  too 
weary  of  his  burden  to  stand,  so  he  sloughed  off  the  oppressive 
weight  of  the  water  and  laid  his  buckets  down  in  the  sand.  Simul- 
taneously, Athanasius  walked  out  of  the  door  Janus  was  now 
kneeling  beside.  He  was  carrying  a  torch  and  was  startled  when 
his  light  fell  on  the  prostrate  form  of  Janus.  He  regained  himself 
quickly. 

"Well  hello. ..Janus,  isn't  it?" 
"Yes,  sir."  Janus  replied. 

"You  look  like  you  could  use  a  hand.  I  don't  know  why 
they  just  send  one  of  you  every  night  to  carry  this  much  water." 

Athanasius  reached  down  and  picked  up  one  of  the  buck- 
ets from  the  sand.  He  reached  for  the  other  one  but  Janus  took  it 
up. 

"They  say  it  builds  character,"  Janus  mumbled.  He 
could  not  look  at  Athanasius,  but  kept  his  eyes  on  the  sand. 

"Well,  whatever  they  say,  I  say  it's  a  task  for  two. 
Where  are  these  going?" 

Janus  did  not  reply,  but  led  Athanasius  to  the  huge  clay  holding 
pots  inside  the  kitchen  area  of  the  monastery.  Athanasius  fol- 
lowed cheerfully  and  poured  his  bucket  into  one  of  the  reservoirs. 
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He  had  been  at  the  monastery  only  a  few  weeks,  but  his  name 
had  preceded  him.  He  had  come  to  the  monks  for  safety  during 
his  third  exile  from  Rome,  this  time  at  the  order  of  Emperor  Con- 
stantius.  Due  to  the  capricious  nature  of  Roman  politics,  he  did 
not  know  how  long  he  would  need  to  stay,  but  knew  the  monks 
would  keep  his  location  secret. 

Janus  tried  politely  to  excuse  himself  from  Athanasius' 
presence.  "I  think  the  men  around  the  fire  are  hoping  you  will 
clear  up  an  argument  they're  having." 

"Aren't  they  always?  Men  love  to  argue.  They  always 
have  and  they  always  will.  Let  them  work  it  out,  and  if  they  still 
need  help  in  the  morning  then  I'll  consider  it."  Athanasius  smiled 
so  warmly  that  it  seemed  to  Janus  that  smile  had  sucked  the 
warmth  from  his  own  being.  A  chill  ran  down  his  spine.  Athana- 
sius noticed  it,  but  withheld  whatever  he  was  thinking. 

"I  was  just  on  my  way  out  from  all  this  torch  light  to 
pray  near  some  of  the  dunes.  Would  you  like  to  accompany  me?" 

"I. ..I  should  be  getting  to  sleep." 

After  a  short  pause,  Athanasius  said,  "Very  well.  I'll  see 
you  tomorrow." 

Janus  shifted  and  tossed  in  his  cot  that  night.  His  mind 
kept  replaying  the  events  of  the  evening,  justifying,  contemplat- 
ing, rationalizing,  regretting.  Every  time  he  closed  his  eyes  he 
saw  the  Roman  officer,  the  knife;  he  heard  the  cry  and  watched 
the  last  breath  leave  his  body.  He  saw  the  cave,  felt  the  warm  air, 
smelled  the  musk  of  the  damp  rock,  felt  Rebecca's  soft  hair  on  his 
skin,  saw  his  tears  and  the  blood,  felt  the  sand. ..the  sand  with  the 
trail  of  blood.  Janus  stared  at  the  wall,  every  muscle  tense,  listen- 
ing for  the  wind  that  would  sweep  away  the  evidence  of  his  crime. 
He  lay  awake  through  the  night,  but  the  wind  never  came. 
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A  Roadside  Marker 

It's  a  simple  wooden  cross, 

The  white  marker  almost  covered  by  the 

Gnarls  of  underbrush  and  thick  pine  trees. 

Its  echoes  are  drowned  out  by  the  passing  of  the  cars. 

It's  faded  and  forgotten. 
The  plastic  flowers  bleached  bone  white 
And  the  roses  a  girl  placed  nearby 
Decayed  into  dust. 

Not  a  single  car  that  passes  by 

Could  say  why  that  cross 

Was  pierced  into  the  earth, 

The  name  painted  across  the  wood  forgotten. 

No  one  remembers  the  twisted  metal 
Or  the  yellow  tarp  that  blanketed  death 
Or  the  rain  that  came  and  washed  away 
The  scarlet  that  stained  the  street. 

It's  just  another  place  that  the  living  pass 

In  their  hurried  lives,  not  knowing,  not  caring  that 

For  others,  it  might  be  a  place 

Where  life  was  torn  in  two. 


Kimberle  Unger 


I  Have  Been  Workshopped 

I  had  read  my  poem. 

The  words  hung  in  the  air. 

Just  hung  there... like  clothes  on  a  clothes 

line  when  the  breeze  is  dead. 

Stiff —  straight. 

Would  anyone  rescue  these  words 
From  the  coming  storm. 

The  ground  called  to  the  lightning. 

The  lightning  answered  swiftly  with  white,  searing  bolts, 
"You're  too  vague, 
too  redundant, 

too  common, 

too  brief." 
The  thunder  applauded. 

I  was  laid  bare. 

The  wind  picked  up  again. 

All  my  innermost  feelings, 

Weakness,  grief,  love,  fear,  distress  — 

Were  hurled. 

I  saw  my  grief  thrown  across  the  room  —obscure. 
My  faith  went  next — too  abstract. 

The  storm  was  worn  out  and  I  exhausted. 

A  smile  graced  my  appearance,  yet 

a  knot  was  deep  inside  me.  The  kind  I  tie  when 

I  make  bread,  made  by  mercilessly  twisting, 

kneading,  then  tying... 

I  wanted  to  gather  my  feelings,  stuff  them  in  a  bag,  and 
lock  them  in  my  secret  place. 
Writing  poetry  was  a  balm  to  my  soul. 
Today,  poetry  became  a  vexation  to  my  spirit. 

Kelly  Rhodes 
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Birdcage 


do  you  mean  what  you  say 
when  you  say 

"I  know  I'm  preaching  to  the  choir"? 

I'm  like  a  bird  in  a  cage 

my  color  never  seems  to  change 

I  stay  yellow,  sick  and  tired 

the  bars  are  all  around  me 

you  have  put  me  in  my  place 

I  won't  sing  my  song 

you  wouldn't  want  to  hear  it  anyway 

but  I  can  push  some  words 
to  the  roof  of  my  mouth 
and  I'll  try  to  keep 
the  truth  from  coming  out 

don't  apologize 

for  how  you  make  me  feel 

Jordan  Carrie  Gouge 


You  Left  Me  in  Cleveland 

You  left  me  at  the  hotel,  stranded,  seething. 

Did  it  bother  you  to  drop  the  clutch  and  speed  away? 

Leaving  me  in  Cleveland  was  as  easy  as  breathing. 

It  started  with  something  silly.  I  thought  you  knew 
That  I  was  joking,  like  we  have  for  years. 
What  did  I  say  that  left  you  seething? 

What  did  I  look  like  from  the  mirror,  waving,  screaming? 
Did  you  laugh?  Cry,  shout,  even?  Did  you  curse  as  I  did? 
Leaving  me  in  Cleveland  was  as  easy  as  breathing. 

I  gathered  myself  the  best  I  could,  renting  a  car  was  a  breeze. 
But  I  alone  drove  the  six-hundred  miles  you  paced  home  ahead, 
Locked  inside  the  whole  way  screaming. 

Have  I  lost  a  friend,  or  did  I  need  one  anyway 

That  would  dump  me  in  Cleveland  as  if  it  were  no  matter? 

I  upset  you,  I  apologize,  I  know  I  left  you  seething. 

But  don't  leave  me  halfway  across  the  country  as  easily  as 

breathing. 

Kimberle  Unger 
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Regret 


The  beating  of  your  heart 

Is  all  that  is  left  of  my  memory. 

High-pitched  ticks  mixed  with  steady  thumps. 

Repeated  in  my  mind  like  a  tape 

Recording  my  misery 

The  only  thing  left  and  I  can't  erase  it 

Can't  replace  it  with  another, 

One  sweeter  or  more  tender. 

All  that  remains  is 

The  painful  ending  to  my  lonely  memory 

The  dead  silence  in  my  ears 

When  the  emotionless  ticking  machine 

And  the  soft,  steady  thumping 

Stop. 

Elizabeth  Menges 
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Without  a  Push 

I  fell  for  days  off  the  precipice  where  we  stood, 
backs  to  the  bleeding  sky  at  sunset  as  if  we  could 
ignore  the  time,  and  to  the  night  beyond,  the  dusky 
chill  that  settled  down  decrying  thickest  fog 
that  rose  by  night,  the  deadening  fog  that  muffles  the 
world  like  a  heavy  snow  in  rural  Tennessee's  December. 

I  fell  for  days  but  watched  you  as  I  went,  and  when 
your  face  was  gone  behind  the  crags  and  shelves 
of  solid  stone,  I  saw  it  all  the  more  before  me  as 
I  fell.  The  breath  of  earth  rushed  up  around  me, 
through  my  hair,  across  my  ears,  but  no  whispered 
secrets  could  I  detect,  and  too  late  if  even  uttered; 
just  an  exhale,  peaceful,  brutal  at  a  time. 

A  minute's  time  is  time  enough  to  watch  your  whole 
life  pass  you  by;  minutes  would  have  done,  hours  I 
could  have  stood  if  life  in  whole  were  flying  through 
my  mind 

— my  mother's  golden  hair,  then  sandy  blonde 
then  gray  and  brown,  and  now  lying  in  the  ground;  my 
father's  rod  at  first,  and  then  the  fist,  and  then  the  freely 
given  glove;  my  brothers'  toys  and  mine  so  viciously 
defended,  his  wife,  his  faith,  the  other's  life  not  nearly 
spent;  my  sister's  winning  smile  and  her  domineering 
mode,  and  grown  up  to  be  a  lady  despite  her  years  of 
boyish  play — 

These  would  not  be  hours  vainly  used;  but  days, 
oh  days  I  fell  and  neither  saw  nor  thought  nor  knew  the 
world  at  all,  save  you,  the  constant  smile  of  your 
eyes  that  stopped,  still  within  my  power  to  return, 
but  by  powers  greater  kept  away,  for  now.  Your 
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look's  my  bane;  no  words  are  ever  said  to  pacify, 
destroy,  or  even  muffle  such  heartfelt  pain. 

They'll  want  to  know  what  happened  4how 
come  he  fell  that  way.'  The  fall  was  always 
universal,  but  this  one's  relative  to  the  jump. 


J.  Carl  White 


The  Writing  on  the  Desk 

I  was  in  love: 

Carved  your  name  on  the 

Desktop,  wood  shavings 

Decorated  my  blue  jeans, 

Desirous  black  ink  hearts 

Across  my  binder. 

Love. 

You  were  in  thought: 
Long  black  shadows  cast  by 
Thick  eyelashes,  rolling  down 
Sunken  ashy  cheeks, 
Seeking  religion  in  the 
Curve  of  your  handwriting. 
Lost. 

We  were  entwined: 

If  only  in  my  head,  you  cupped 

Your  hands  beneath  my  chin 

And  held  my  muddy,  vacant  eyes 

Within  your  oceanic  orbs, 

Studying  every  crooked  curve. 

Lust. 

Gabriella  Herrera 
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Bedfellows 

Your  body,  spent  in  ashes  along  the  mountain, 
Has  more  life  than  this  body  of  mine. 
You  flirt  with  the  wind,  and  caress  the  leaves 
And  will  find  repose  in  our  common  earth. 

But  I  exist  only  on  sick  breath,  huddled  in  bed  and 
Swathed  in  a  cold  sweat,  waiting  for  the  you  that  was 
You  to  come.  I  wait  for  its  fingers  to 
Claw  their  way  underneath  the  covers  and  wait  to 
Feel  the  familiar  weight  of  its  body  next  to  mine. 

I  close  my  eyes  and  I  can  see  your  body — 
No  longer  whole,  hushed  in  a  pool  of  scarlet,  yet  beautiful. 
Stray  hairs  flutter  in  the  wind,  and  harass  gray,  dying  eyes. 
And  your  mouth...  your  mouth... 

A  mouth  that  will  no  longer  share  girlish  confidences, 
But  contorted  for  eternity  into  a  silent,  noiseless  scream. 

It  watches  over  me  and  my  battle  for  sleep,  silently 
Manipulating  the  length  of  my  hair  with  its  fingers, 
Crushing  my  demand  to  shut  it  all  out  and  join 

the  land  of  the  living. 

You,  on  the  mountains,  floating,  liberated  by  the  winds,  are  not 
The  creature  that  stalks  me.  On  the  nights  it  grants  me 

a  reprieve, 

I  roll  over  and  smooth  the  sheets  beside  me  and  wait. 

My  eyes  grow  heavy,  but  the  small  corner  of  hope  never  fades. 

Its  absence  is  always  keenly  felt. 

It's  the  only  you  I  know. 

Kimberle  Unger 
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Lighting  the  Past 


She  cries  out  amidst  the  darkness  of  the  light, 

Her  innocence  usurped  although  she  believes. 

The  grapes'  vine  seizes  and  as  they  begin  to  choke. 

Dancing  tears  form  and  glisten  in  the  breaking  shadows 

The  silent  scream  endures  forever 

But  the  Light  cannot  hear  the  silence; 

Realizing  the  past  cannot  predict  the  future. 

As  the  Light  surrounds  the  Darkness 

Promises  of  truth  explode. 

Though  night  returns  again,  a  new  day  begins. 

The  cold  darkness  births  Light;  after  three  days  rest 

She  cries  out  against  the  Darkness  through  the  rays  of  light 

And  the  Light  endureth  forever. 


Keith  Parker  III 
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My  Sabbath 


Yesterday's  fatigue  buried  in  the  night. 
Brilliant  morning  stars,  a  tapestry  of  peace, 
Calling  out  to  me, 
"Come  aside,  restore  your  soul" 

Whispers  of  morning  stir  and 
Slightest  bird  songs  rise. 
Frail  glimmers  of  light  glisten 
Over  faint  movements  of  nature. 

My  breathing  seasoned  with  the  aromatic 
Flavor  of  Confederate  Jasmine. 
Finding  its  way  deeply  within  me, 
Fragrantly  intoxicating. . .I'm  enraptured. 

As  I  pray,  grace  gently  flows  over  me; 
God's  forgiveness...  extravagantly  freeing. 
Who  am  I  that  this  Holy  Creator 
Meets  me  in  my  hiding  place? 

My  thoughts  are  cleansed, 
Cluttered,  soiled  cerebration  erased. 
My  strength  is  replenished; 
Weariness  banished. 

"Morning  star  tapestry  of  peace... 
My  tapestry — My  peace. 
Sweet  fragrance  of  jasmine... 
My  fragrance  of  life. 
Euphony  of  nature... 
My  morning  sonata." 
God's  gift  at  dayspring. 


Kelly  Rhodes 


Sometimes  It's  All  or  Nothing 

Shedding  all  that  we  know  and  lying  at  your  feet 

I  didn't  come  to  tell  you  about  the  latest  gossip 

Or  my  latest  woe; 

I  come  to  just  lie  at  your  feet. 

No  answers  for  my  questions, 

No  anything  or  everything, 

Just  curling  up  on  the  floor  absorbing  all  of  you. 

Does  it  always  have  to  be  about  what  you  can  do 
Or  what  I  can  get? 

Sometimes  I  just  want  to  be  near  you 
Feeling  safe  in  your  presence. 

There's  nothing  I  want  more  than  just  to  be  with  you. 
Keisha  Wilkins 
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This  Common  Ground 


Some  smooth  gray  stones  adorn  this  field  we're  in, 
though  roses  try  to  garner  all  the  looks 
and  tulips,  pansies,  simple  wreaths  are  forced 
to  take  whatever  glances  they  can  get. 

As  speakers  drone  my  eyes  cannot  stay  fixed; 
they  leave  off  looking  black  to  black,  from 
delicate  lace  like  dark  spiderwebs  spun  across  the 
widow's  face,  and  wander  out  to  yellow,  red, 
and  green,  just  taking  in  the  life  inside  this  yard. 

But  death  is  here  as  well;  beneath  the  grass 
it  lives,  and  feeds  and  bolsters  life  above; 
and  as  the  casket's  lowered  past  our  threshold 
here  above,  another  death  begins  to  feed  the  living, 

And  here  I  stand  with  this  graveside  group, 
all  tearing  now,  aside  from  me,  with  sorrow's 
icy  fingers  clawing  at  their  necks,  and  drawing  out 
their  breath  in  heaves  and  sobs,  a  breath  that  feeds 
the  living  while  we  yet  stand;  and  the  oaks  nearby 
and  saplings,  too,  they  envy  our  breath,  but  more 
than  that,  they  wish  our  death,  so  we  can  feed  them 
all  the  more. 

And  though  I  know  no  one,  and  am  not  known 
among  this  crowd,  I  revel  in  the  thoughts  that  fill 
my  mind  when  by  this  grave  we  stand.  And  when 
dirt  pours  in  to  cover  up  the  dead,  and  we  living  walk 
away,  cognizant  of  our  own  end,  then  I  begin  to  smile 
at  this  thought:  the  beauty  of  collapse. 


/.  Carl  White 


Just  Five  More  Minutes 

I  lazily  sink  beneath  a  sea  of  covers. 

As  I  fly  through  the  star  filled  sky 

I  dart  across  a  long  grassy  field. 

The  lion  cubs  wrestle  at  play. 

I  come  across  ribbons  of  blue. 

I  can  see  the  billions  of  colorful  fish 

Swimming  in  all  directions. 

I  look  up  just  in  time  to  see  the  sun 

Peek  one  eye  across  the  horizon. 

I  fly  past  cities,  valleys,  and  mountains. 

A  little  further  on,  I  come  across  my  house. 

I  float  through  the  open  window 

As  the  sun  begins  to  light  up  the  sky, 

And  quietly  lay  back  on  my  bed. 

My  eyes  blink  open.  I  am  home  once  more. 

I  sit  up  and  stretch  as  my  pleasant  slumber  ends. 

The  adventure  of  the  night  has  transformed 

Into  the  horizon  of  a  new  day. 

Janie  Cogdill 
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Winter  Games 


When  the  salt  spilt  I  noticed 
It  coated  ice  like  verdigris 
As  the  mercury  pole  in  the 
Window  declined  to  its  knees; 

Unfortunate,  for  us,  the  wind 
Kicking  white  dust  in  loose-lipped 
Faces  mirrored  in  the  frozen 
Glass  that  threw  varied  arches  of  color 
Onto  an  otherwise  blank  ground. 

I  was  afraid  of  the  window  and 
Catching  your  eye,  wondered  if 
You,  like  me,  knew  the  snow  was 
Deadly  if  it  came  in  droves — 

All  the  while  your  brother 
Shaking  the  trunk. 

I  looked  over  our  fortress  at 
Shades  creating  lines  across  a 
White  mist,  locked  in  my 
Target  and  fired  a  blast; 

The  splintered  metal  and  bone 
Spun  through  the  air  at  the  crisp 
Click  of  contact;  his  face,  like  yours, 
Melted  snow  that  glowed  like  rubies. 

A  day  of  pre-pubescent  crying 
Between  burnt-tongue  gulps  of 
Cocoa  cups  while  white  dots  of 
Snow  lingered,  melted  on  top — 

All  the  while  my  mother 
Shaking  me  with  hugs. 


In  uniforms  we  raced  through 
A  desert  of  ice,  the  frozen  lake; 
We  covered  mouths  to  hide  our 
Locations,  in  foxholes  waiting, 

We  shot  from  towers  and  rooftops 
In  volleys,  shouted,  "Kill  them!"" 
Hoarded  powder  ammunition  rained 
Upon  our  disguised  friends. 

I  stood  guard  while  others  checked 
Pulses;  my  hand  over  heart  pounding 
Away  as  smoke  cleared  my  mouth 
On  pace  with  darting  eyes — 

All  the  while  December  fog 
Shaking  light  from  sky. 

This  time  I  went  looking  for  your 
Eyes  in  the  glass,  but  in  the  church 
Only  her  eyes  glared  down  from 
Multi-colored  facets  of  an  image; 

Holding  the  child,  I  watched  his 
Infant  tears  and  mechanical 
Lurches,  grasping  any  object 
Touching  palm,  clinging. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  saw  the  white 
Balls  flying,  the  slick  silver 
Passing  through  space,  six  boys 
With  cold  fistfuls,  with  hot  guns — 

All  the  while  pretend  voices 
Shaking  off  innocence. 

Ryan  Warren 
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Estranged  Daughter 

Standing  at  the  edge  of  the  iron  fence, 
Not  seeing  what  she  had  come  for 
When  they  told  her  she  was  sleeping 
She  hadn't  even  known. 

After  two  thousand  miles,  she  followed 

The  shaking,  wrinkled,  creased  paper  in  her  hands 

Boots  splashing  in  muddy  water 

Dripping  through  the  array  of  lilies 

Stacked  against,  potted,  intertwined 

Each  marking  metal  placards 

Neat  little  rows  blurred  together  by  misty  rain 

Making  it  hard  to  see. 

Seven  up,  five  down, 

The  only  one  not  marked  by  lilies 

Years  lost  by  stubbornness  glared  up 

As  the  dewy  orchid  dropped  from  her  hand. 


Elizabeth  Menges 


Undressed 

I  want  to  take  off  all  of  the  clothes 
I  have  ever  worn  and  search 
my  skin  for  a  smooth,  pale  place 
No  hands  have  ever  thought 
of  touching. 
There, 

just  below  the  third  rib  on 

the  left  side.  No 

fingers  other  than  my  own 

have  ever  explored  this 

thin  dip  and  curve. 

Here, 

I  am  still  green  and  full 

of  potential. 

Here, 

I  am  still  a  mystery 
Jessica  Ramsey 
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